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Introduction

Life often hits hardest when we are already down. It tests our patience, our dignity, and even the love we hold closest to our hearts. Unaltered Scars: Bitter Words, Silent Tears is not just a story—it is a journey through the raw, unfiltered realities of human struggle, pride, and the subtle battles that rage within homes, minds, and hearts.

In these pages, you will meet Mubashir, a man shaped by relentless labor, poverty, and the crushing weight of unspoken emotions. You will witness the silent sacrifices he makes, the deep wounds inflicted by words, and the moments of fleeting hope that sustain him through dark days.

This book takes you behind closed doors, into the fragile threads of relationships, where every word, every glance, and every silence tells a story. It is a reflection of love, loss, resilience, and the painful beauty of human endurance.

Read this book if you are ready to feel, to empathize, and to confront the realities that many endure in silence. Every chapter, every paragraph, is a mirror to life’s bitter truths—wrapped in the tender ache of hope, heartache, and the search for dignity.

When a Room Learned the Language of Silence

I want to speak about a friend, but the moment I begin, words slow down—as if they know this life deserves care. His name is Mubashir, from a village called Jandbari, where mornings rise heavy and evenings return tired. He was born into a family where poverty wasn’t dramatic; it was calm, patient, and constant. He grew up learning early that happiness there did not arrive loudly—it came quietly, if at all. His childhood carried a bitterness that stayed on the tongue for years, yet within it lived a strange softness too, the kind children develop when hardship becomes familiar. His father was a laborer, a man whose strength leaked away with every sunset, yet he still carried himself home with dignity. The house survived, not comfortably, but stubbornly. One memory from that time refuses to fade: Mubashir sitting inside a narrow room, walls stained with years of effort, air thick with waiting. The door opened, and his father stepped in from work. Dust clung to his clothes, fatigue rested on his face, and his eyes spoke before his lips could. Nothing was said—but everything was understood.

A Shoulder That Came Home Carrying a Day

His hands, his body, even the folds of his clothes carried the grime of broken stones—dust and soil clinging as if they had chosen him for shelter. One shoulder sat lower than the other, bent in a quiet confession, as though it had spent the day carrying bricks that refused to be light. Where the shoulder met the neck, the skin looked worn, almost polished by pain, as if those bricks had soaked up his sweat—and something deeper, something closer to blood. When he came home, Mubashir was still small, his voice thin but bright. “Baba, you’re back,” he said, the words running ahead of his thoughts. The father answered with a tired softness, “Yes, my son,” and let his body fall onto a broken charpai that creaked like it knew him well. His eyes searched the room before his breath settled. “Where is your mother?” he asked, not loudly—carefully. From inside came her voice, warm despite the hunger it carried: “I’m here. I’m heating last night’s dry bread for you.” Then, almost as an afterthought that mattered most, she added, “Tell the boy to bring some water—so you can soften it and eat.”

A Smile Softer Than Hunger

Just then, he spoke again, his voice low and worn, as if even words needed rest. “Son, bring some water from the clay pot.” Mubashir rose at once. With his small hands, he dipped a bowl into the pot and began walking back, careful yet unsteady. Water slipped over the rim with every step, leaving a thin trail behind him, but he didn’t stop. When he placed the bowl into his father’s hands, his own clothes had already surrendered to the effort. The old shirt clung to his body, damp from chest to navel, quietly revealing how heavy even simple tasks were for such a small frame. At that moment, his mother came out from inside, holding half of an old piece of bread. She placed it gently into her husband’s hand, as if it were something precious. Then she looked at him—just a look, carrying patience, endurance, and a fragile peace. That soft, settled smile reached him before the bread did. And seeing it, he couldn’t stop himself. Despite the ache in his body and the weight in his bones, a smile found its way onto his tired face.

When Hunger Learned the Shape of Patience

This was something she did often. Before her husband even stepped inside, she would warm whatever little bread remained, preparing it quietly, without announcing the struggle. Most days, their lives survived on these dry fragments alone. She sat down nearby, her movements slow but practiced, and little Mubashir came and settled close as well, drawn by habit more than hunger. The father dipped the piece of bread into the water, watching it soften, then tore off a small portion and extended his hand toward his son. Mubashir opened his mouth and accepted the bite. His face shifted as he chewed—an expression caught between obedience and weariness. It was the look of a child tired of the same taste, day after day, the same dry compromise disguised as a meal. Yet there was no refusal. Even in helplessness, there was discipline. He kept chewing, slowly, swallowing not just the bread, but the routine of it all.

Saltless Dough and Shared Warmth

After finishing the meal, he spoke again, almost casually, as if the words carried no weight. He mentioned that he had brought a kilo or two of flour, kept just outside the door. The day’s labor had paid him, he said, but after that, there was no money left for salt. His tone stayed steady as he added that she should borrow a little salt from his younger brother Musaddiq’s wife and knead the flour—enough to last them two days. She listened, then replied in a voice lined with quiet hurt. “You remember last week,” she said gently, “when we made tea and I went to ask her? The way she looked at me... her expression wasn’t kind. I felt small standing there. Since then, my heart doesn’t agree to ask her for anything.” Hearing this, the man fell silent. His face shifted—not dramatic, just heavier—eyes lowered as if absorbing the words. Then, gathering himself, he spoke again, careful and controlled. “Alright then,” he said, “knead the flour without salt. We’ll manage.” She nodded, accepting the decision without argument. Moving a little closer, she sat beside him and said softly, “Mubashir’s father, the firewood is finished too. Today was the last of it.” She paused, then added, “Let’s sit near the embers.” He rose, lifting his son Into his arms, and together they moved toward the small brazier. It was there, by that quiet warmth, that he and his wife often shared words made of sorrow and simple comfort.

Two Paths of Fire and Bread

On the other side, life had been far kinder to his brother. Musaddiq’s days carried a lighter weight. He had a stable job, one that paid well, and the household thrived on comfort rather than compromise. His little boy grew up wrapped in care, nurtured with attention and laughter, and Musaddiq would return from work quickly, eager to fill the house with stories, jokes, and warm chatter. He loved his son with a kind of pride that felt effortless, yet his life was not free from irritation; the shadow over his home came from other corners. His wife, not particularly gentle or patient, was today pouting slightly, her lips pressed in that quiet way people do when small frustrations stick.

He looked at her, puzzled. “Why the long face today?” he asked. She sighed, a mix of frustration and resignation. “Look,” she said, “your brother’s wife comes here asking for something almost every day. Last week it was tea leaves. Sometimes she says the child is hungry and asks for a little bread. I give her the old, dry pieces—I don’t know what else to do.” The words stirred a sudden flare of anger in Musaddiq, a sharp heat that made him tense, yet he spoke with controlled frustration: “Then why are you pouting at me? Look, your husband came home, didn’t he? See, I brought a red dress for you, and toys for the boy.”

Hearing this, her expression softened immediately. She hugged him, relief and happiness mingling in the gesture. She picked up the little boy nearby, showing him the gifts. “See, my son, what your father has brought for you—balls, dolls, a tiny balloon,” she said. The child’s eyes lit up. “Mama, make the balloon so I can play!” And she did. The house filled with the soft noise of laughter, the boy’s tiny hands grasping toys, and the couple’s conversation spilling with warmth, teasing, and care.

As evening came, she lit the fire with the plentiful wood they had, arranged carefully last week from a felled tree. Meat was roasted, bread baked fresh, and they ate together, sharing the comfort of a home that could afford abundance. And on the other side, not far away in spirit, Mubashir and his wife did the same, except their bread was old, soaked in water, eaten silently with the same routine.
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